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These verses to Fran von Stein were composed in August, 1784. However, it was not merely love for her, as he here says, but also love for the Duke and the country, that would not let him go. The Duke had become more deeply involved than seemed advisable to Goethe in the politics of the federation of princes, which was already Prussian in sympathy. The same autumn he had undertaken in its behalf a journey of several months to the Rhenish courts. It could not be foreseen whether or not Karl August, if left to himself, might not in his fiery zeal and with his military inclinations, drag the country into a politically and financially dangerous situation. Hence Goethe could not leave his post till he had the assurance of certainty concerning the issue. Things dragged along. The year 1784 and the year 1785 came to an end, and still there was no definite decision. Under such conditions the continuation of his official activity must have become more and more burdensome to him. " Given from the wheel of Ixion," he writes on the 2oth of February, 1785. "I am patching at the beggar's mantle which is about to fall from my shoulders," he writes to Knebel on the 5th of May. Fortunately his love for Frau von Stein is still a "life-preserver that holds his head above water." When he works or chats with her a few hours in the evening the iron fetters about his soul are loosened. Finally, in August, 1785, even this alleviating remedy is withheld from him, when Herr von Stein, excluded from the Court table, begins to live at home.
In whatever direction Goethe now looked, everything was calculated to make him most profoundly dissatisfied.
His literary works resembled a great field of ruins. Faust, Egmont, Elpenor, Tasso, W-ilhelm Meister, Die Ge~ heimnisse lay about him in fragments; not to mention
Had the o1 err tiling stars but so decreed,
That bound my fate to thine in wondrous wise.
That I in thee myself at last may read,
My fancies, longings, hopes, desires, and sighs
Do all to thee and to thy presence throng;
Nought but thy life can life in me prolong.